Love After Love (1986)
by Derek Walcott

The time will come

when, with elation

you will greet yourself arriving

at your own door, in your own mirror

and each will smile at the other's welcome,

and say, sit here. Eat.

You will love again the stranger who was your self,
Give wine, Give bread. Give back your heart

to itself, to the stranger who has loved you

all your life, whom you ignored
for another, who knows you by heart.
Take down the love letters from the bookshelf,

the photographs, the desperate notes,

peel your own image from the mirror.
Sit. Feast on your life.

I Want To Go With the One I Love (early 1900s)

by Bertolt Brecht

I want to go with the one I love.
I do not want to calculate the cost.
I do not want to think about whether it's good.
I do not want to know whether he loves me.
I want to go with whom I love,
Love Song For Alex (1979)

by Margaret Walker

My monkey-wrench man is my sweet patootie;
the lover of my life, my youth and age.

My heart belongs to him and to him only;

the children of my flesh are his and bear his rage
Now grown to years advancing through the dozens
the honeyed kiss, the lips of wine and fire



fade blissfully into the distant years of yonder
but all my days of Happiness and wonder

are cradled in his arms and eyes entire.

They carry us under the waters of the world

out past the starposts of a distant planet

And creeping through the seaweed of the ocean
they tangle us with ropes and yarn of memories
where we have been together, youand I.

Gate C22(2007)
by Ellen Bass

Gate C22

At gate C22 in the Portland airport

aman in a broad-band leather hat kissed

a woman arriving from Orange County.

They kissed and kissed and kissed. Long after

the other passengers clicked the handles of their carry-ons
and wheeled briskly toward short-term parking,

the couple stood there, arms wrapped around each other
like he'd just staggered off the boat at Ellis Island,

like she'd been released at last from ICU, snapped

out of a coma, survived bone cancer, made it down

from Annapurna in only the clothes she was wearing.

Neither of them was young. His beard was gray.
She carried a few extra pounds you could imagine
her saying she had to lose. But they kissed lavish
kisses like the ocean in the early morning,

the way it gathers and swells, sucking

each rock under, swallowing it

again and again. We were all watching--
passengers waiting for the delayed flight

to San Jose, the stewardesses, the pilots,

the aproned woman icing Cinnabons, the man selling
sunglasses. We couldn't look away. We could
taste the kisses crushed in our mouths.

But the best part was his face. When he drew back
and looked at her, his smile soft with wonder, almost



as though he were a mother still open from giving birth,

as your mother must have looked at you, no matter

what happened after--if she beat you or left you or

you're lonely now--you once lay there, the vernix

not yet wiped off, and someone gazed at you

as if you were the first sunrise seen from the Earth.

The whole wing of the airport hushed,

all of us trying to slip into that woman's middle-aged body,
her plaid Bermuda shorts, sleeveless blouse, glasses,

little gold hoop earrings, tilting our heads up.

Song of Myself (1882)
By Walt Whitman

ICELEBRATE myself, and sing myself,
And what I assume you shall assume,
For every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you.

Iloafe and invite my soul,
Ilean and loafe at my ease observing a spear of summer grass.

My tongue, every atom of my blood, form'd from this soil,
this air,

Born here of parents born here from parents the same, and
their parents the same,

I, now thirty-seven years old in perfect health begin,

Hoping to cease not till death.

Creeds and schools in abeyance,

Retiring back a while sufficed at what they are, but never
forgotten,

Iharbor for good or bad, I permit to speak at every hazard,

Nature without check with original energy.

Personals Ad (1987)
by Allen Ginsburg

Poet professor in autumn years
seeks helpmate companion protector friend



young lover w/ empty compassionate soul

exuberant spirit, straightforward handsome

athletic physique & boundless mind, courageous

warrior who may also like women & girls, no problem,

to share bed meditation apartment Lower East Side,

help inspire mankind conquer world anger & guilt,
empowered by Whitman Blake Rimbaud Ma Rainey & Vivaldi,
familiar respecting Art's primordial majesty, priapic carefree
playful harmless slave or master, mortally tender passing swift time,
photographer, musician, painter, poet, yuppie or scholar--
Find me here in New York alone with the Alone

going to lady psychiatrist who says Make time in your life

for someone you can call darling, honey, who holds you dear
can get excited & lay his head on your heart in peace.

The Middle Years (1989)
By Walter McDonald

These are the nights we dreamed of,
snow drifting over a cabin roof

in the mountains, enough stacked wood
and meat to last a week, alone at last

in our rented A-frame, isolated,
without power, high in the San Juan.
Our children are safe as they'll ever be

seeking their fortunes in cities,

our desk and calendar clear, our debts
paid until summer. The smoke of pinon
seeps back inside under almost invisible
cracks, the better to smell it. All day



we take turns holding hands and counting
the years we never believed we'd make it -
the hours of skinned knees and pleading,
diapers and teenage rage and fever

in the middle of the night, and parents
dying, and Saigon, the endless guilt

of surviving. Nights we lie touching
for hours and listen, the silent woods

so close we can hear owls diving.

These woods are not our woods,

though we hold a key to dead pine planks
laid side by side, shiplap like a dream

that lasts, a double bed that fits us
after all these years, a blunt
front-feeding stove that gives back

temporary heat for all the logs we own.

Certain Days (2000)

On certain days I am not in love
and my heart turns over

crowding the lungs for
air

driving blood in and out of
the skull improving mymind

working muscles to the bone

dashing resonance out of a roaring sea

by Grace Paley



at my nerve endings
Not much is needed

air

good sense

power

anoisytakinginanda
loud giving back

Then my heart like any properly turned
motor takes off in sparks dragging all that machinery
through the blazing day
like grass
which our lord knows
Iam

Five P.M. (1980)
by Ted Koozer

The pigeon flies to her resting place
on a window ledge above the traffic,
and her shadow, which cannot fly, climbs

swiftly over the bricks to meet her there.

Just so are youand I gathered at 5:00,
your bicycle left by the porch, the wind
still ringing in it, and my shoes by the bed,

still warm from walking home to you.



